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Why did the wind have to go and die just when I was on my 
way. I didn't make it, make it to the big town. Hey, voice, 
you still there—where's the wind, who's beside me, when does 
the big town come? 
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The butterfly, turned brown by dust of wheat, 
Her effortless abandonment complete, 
Threads languidly like syrup from a spoon 
Across the amber sky of afternoon. 
Waiting for you, I sit and think a smile: 
That I might catch or counterfeit her style. 
With nothing done and nothing much to do, 
I contemplate my flying free in lieu 
Of sitting, sun-warmed, bound to earth like rock. 
Then you arrive. Your laughter comes as shock, 
As if you know and ridicule my thought; 
Your sympathies too distant to be bought. 
I move to take you coldly by the hand 
Caught in a mood you could not understand. 
